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The Reviewing Stand
By ALEXANDER WOOLLCOTT
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LONG ago in the days when motor cars were phenomena one turned
to look at and the racy thing to say was "Go way back and sit
down"; when all America was in a bit of a glow because
the insistently peaceful Kaiser had recently been so graciousas vto send us a real live, bewblskered prince to look at;

when two somewhat dissimilar Democrats, Mr. Cleveland and Mr.
Wilson, sat at Princeton silently watching the agitating behavior of the
new President Roosevelt in the White House; when last week's Juliet
was a deep voiced rail of an actress all tricked out in the pretty crinolinesof "Captain Jinks" and our next Juliet was a schoolgirl from Brooklynand the present Hamlet was a not shiningly successful cartoonist
who bad never been on the stage at all.in so dim a long ago did the
word first go forth that one of these fine days. Mr. Belasco would presentDavid Warfield in "The Merchant of Venice." Then so many
years slipped by with nothing coming of it that the prophecy fell into
the dishonor of the things which no one believes. Yet the fine day
came at last and, who knows? Perhaps now Mrs. Fiske will play
jjuuy mucunn. rernapB mere win De a repertory tneater in isew xorK
arter all. Perhaps the ticket speculators will be abolished and the
world come to an end.

* *

On the Thursday before Christmas David Warfleld made his first
appearance in our town in "The Merchant of Venice," emerging from
the enterprise with rather more credit than any one else concerned.
We have heard it said of the new Rhylock that it was "Just a little
Jew peddler carrying on because he'd lost his license." And though
we suspect that that capsule criticism was some one's effort to spit on
the gabardine of Mr. Warfield's art, we seize upon it as an unconscioustribute to the chief merit of the performance. This Shi/lock
apparently does not seek to seem a vaguely heroic protagonist of a

troubled race but just to seem a certain harried old man having a

rojtten time in Venice. It is a vivid, eloquent, actual, human performance.
In his formidable preface to his published prompt book of the play

Mr. Belasco goes to some length to disprove some of the things
about Shakespearean production in general and "The Merchant"
in particular which we had forgotten any one believed. And, in advance,he denies vehemently that he is one to "overload Shakespeare
with scenery." Yet, this, to a mildly injurious extent,, is, we think
precisely what he has done. He has produced the play earnestly,
carefully and sumptuously in the nineteenth century tradition, giving
it a rich and elaborate setting in the Irving and Tree manner. Now
his heavily encrusted Belmont and his massive and literal synagogue
do weigh down the performance to the extent that it cannot dart from
scene to scene as the playwright's fancy did, but must lump the earlier
Shylock scenes into one act and the earlier Belmont episodes into
another, instead of interweaving them. This shredding of the text,
does, we think, steal away a little of its vitality. It is a little as

though a singer, troubled by a fractious accompanist, should decide
that the fellow must play after the song instead of at the same

time.

In liis pardonable horror of those somewhat mouldy archaeologists
who are possessed that Shakespeare should be staged "in the Elizabethanmanner," Mr. Belasco argues that it is a producer's privilege
and duty in each generation to bring to bear on every classic all the
gullo that the theater has learned Bince It was written. But among
the new secrets of the theater which Mr. Belasco has not used is the
beauty which has been brought into it out of space by artists like
Robert Edmond Jones. Lee Simonson and Norman Bel-Oeddes. It
must be recorded that as a thing to look at not once does his "Merchantof Venice" come withiu hailing distance of the merely visual
beauty achieved in the Hopkins productions of "Richard III." and
"Hamlet" nor, for that matter, of the loveliness that is being wrought
on a formal, sceneless stage at the Oarrick by working the Borcery
of lights on shifting, dissolving groups of beautifully costumed figures
that are in themselves a decoration and a picture. Indeed, we think
it is significant that the Venice at the Lyceum comes nearest beauty

> . . ............ . ...

wnen. in tne gatnering twuignt, us ouuaings become mero brooding

\ hulks of darkness. It is scenery that Is best looking when you cannot

^ see it.

t; But just as the enchantments worked for the eye In "The Tidings
1 Brought to Mary" do not reconcile us for one moment to the dullnessof its performance nor to the cheap perfume of its text, so

wo And it impossible to become deeply Interested in "The Merchant
of Venice" as something to look at. We do immeasurably prefer
Robert Edmond Jones to Ernest Gros, bat we do not care much one

way or another. There are critics who attach enormous importance
to the questions of investiture and they become exasperated to incoherenceby the loving and painstaking care Mr. Belasco pays to
details which do not matter much anyway. They rage when they
see he has gone as far as Venice to get just the appropriate materials
for the gowns and rings and fans and parchments. They froth at
tho mouth when they discovor that he has arranged to have the
moonlit garden at Belmont give forth the unmistakable tonic fragrance
of fresh cut chrysanthemums. They want it clearly understood that
they rate such llteralness on a par with the imaginative flightH of tho
man who put salt on his toupee so that people should think he had
dandruff. For our own part, we like these Belascoisms. They are

traits of a worker in the theater who enjoys his work much as those
bounding, incandescent darkies who dance in "Liza" enjoy theirs
and with something of the same infectiousness. We can be entirely
happy in such an opulent Belmont as his except when an ordinary
performance therein reminds us that we would rather see a sovereign
and magnificent actress playing Portia in a gingham apron on tho
tailboard of a truck than an indifferent one disporting herself In
the richest and loveliest Belmont that all the other magics of the
theater could create.

e

Our chronic Indifference to scenery as such left us inert at the
American premiere of "Johannes Krelsler," a mooning, mystic romance
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MONDAY.

"Will Shakespeare," a play by Clemence Dane, presented by
L winfKmn Amea at the National Theater. Dearrlhpd »n "an lnv«n-

tion," telling an Imaginary tale of the poet. Otto Krugor plays tbe
title role. Others in the cast are Katharine Cornell as Mary Fitton;
Winifred Lenlhan as Anne Hathaway; Haldee Wright as Queen Elisabeth,her original rftle In London; John L. Shine as Hcnslowe, theatricalmanager, and Alan Birmingham aa Kit Marlowe. NormanBelOeddes designed the alx scenes and Deems Taylor composed the
special songs.

THUR8DAY.
"Chauve Sonrls* at the Century Theater, fourth and final programarranged by Balleff under the management of Morris Oest.

Constantln Stanislavsky and the Moscow Art Theater players are to
be guests. Among the new numbers and old favorites announced are

"Zarya Zaryanitsa," "Porcelains de Maine," "Parade of the Wooden
Soldiers," "Toi Qui Connals," "Tartar Dance," "Malbrough 8'en
Va-t-cn Guerre." "The Gypsies and the Black Hussars," "The Sudden
Death of a Horse." "The Volga Boat Song," "La Soiree Intime" and
"Napoleon's Lore."
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The burial of

in which the leading parts are p
Cukor, Albert Marsh, Orloff La V
William Lilling, Allyn Joslyn, Siegf
Charles Fortier. Lawrence Arico,
George Strockbine, Andrew Barrie
Charles Leonard. .Tames Powers, f
Eugene Handy, John Kelly, William
Mueller, Mrs. Walters, Jacob Ben-A
aud Mannnrt Kippen. Except for
are the technical director, tho g(
manager, the four assistants to t
orchestra director, the chief stage c

four assistants to the stage carpentet
assistants to the master of properl
chief^electrical operator, tlio two as

the mechanical engineer and the v

are actors. There are some beauti
vignettes in "Johannes Kreisler," bi
Indeed, tha play was written beca
had Invented a back stage contraptl
to shift the settings so rapidly tha
without danger of the playboys of
and tumbling into the aisle. Of c

one should want to write or see n

a rule, the fewer the scores, the be
staged "Johannes Kreisler" with
through its uneasy first night we

had discovered the day before In
Booth Tarkington for the America
which he tolls about the French pi
side his chair on the boulevard
sudden sight of a gargantuan Ore:
fore he had time to think, spran
stranger wns powerful enough to
But the Groat Dane was startled, t
with fear. This exploit gave Gainl
and to it the fond Tarkington atfb
considered."

Peggy Wood
r SHE premiere of Zelda Sean

I suddenly an afternoon In N<
when, on a curbstone, we

arms In the air like treetops In a s

behavior was a set of gesturon Indi
the performance of a new actress In
then nt the Gaiety. In Peggy Woo
such delicate touch and fine texture
and invent a heroine after his o

Jesse Lynch
JE8.SB LYNCH WILLIAMS, author

of "Why Not?" the comedy which
Equity Players, Inc., Is presenting

at the Forty-eighth Street Theater, la
one of the few members of his (fenerationwho Is tolerated by the "new generation."Even his own children approveof their father's work.
Henry Meade, ihe oldest, who has nl

ready followed his father's footsteps as
far as the staff of Tub Nbw York Sun,
where Williams senior began his career
as a writer, savs i

"For one of his generation T really
think father has done quite well. He
may not entirely understand ue, but at
least Tie bellevee lit us. And that la
more j+mn can be aald for most of his

/ crowd.
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Violaine in "The Tidings Brought

layed by Arthur Ebbetts, Georgo
sn, William Dean, Earle Stanley,
ried W. Lichstein, AVilliam Butler,
Herbert Hamilton, Earl Johnson,
, Edward Holland, James Brady,
tobert Cavanaugh, Arthur Ellick,
^adoff, Richard Dawklns, Conrad

.mi, Lotus Robb, Erskine Sanford
the last four, these participants
meral stage manager, the stage
lie stage manager, the assistant
:arpenter, tho stage carpenter, the
\ the master of properties, the four
Lies, the chief electrician and the
sistants to the olectrtcal operator,
vardrobe mistress. The last four

fully staged and brilliantly acted
at tho play is in forty-one scenes,

use up in Copenhagen somo one

on by which It would be possible
t forty-one scenes could be given
tho western world falling asleep
ourse, wo do not know why any
play in forty-one scenes when, as

>tter the play. The Selwyus have
a royal lavlshness, and yet all
were haunted by a phrase we

a delightful article written by
n Magazine. It is the article in
jodle, Gamin, who used to sit beinParis. Once, startled by the
at Dane strolling by. Gamin, begat the creature, although tho
have swallowed him at a gulp,

oo, and fled across Paris, howling
n perilous delusions of grandeur
ted tho phrase "magnificently lilt's

"The Clinging Vino" recalled
sw York seven or eight years ago
beheld James Forbes tossing his
torm. This somewhat semaphorlc
hating how much ho hart enjoyed
the play called "Young America"

el he hart beheld a comedienne of
that a playwright could go homo
wn heart without being haunted

i Williams Lea
"You see. he has bad the benefit of

my instruction. As one of the kids In
'Why Not?' says. 'Father and I are no

congenial.' In fact, without giving me

the slightest credit or a per cent, of
his royalties, he plagiarised that line
from me, though In our Cose It was not
necessary to go to the expense of a

divorce to discover our congeniality."
The other day the playwright retried

to his son that some of the older generationconsidered "Why Not?" cynical.
"Hot!" replied Williams Junior,

"there Is nothing cynical about the
truth good naturedly told. That is what
makes my generation so tired with
yours. Most of them worship lies snd
call themselves Idealists."
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to Mary."

Jwith the fear of her being coarse

Broadway actress. That eollocjuy
hack to us last Sunday afternoon v

from ear to ear in the statre box
curtain speech that day Miss Sears
Henry W. Savago and opera in Am
said: "For an actress who can sing
the Lord make me truly thankful!"
hard and fruitfully with her singing
way" and hers is one of the best n

America. Yet every time she sings
anger. For in the roles an actress
playing there are tig songs. Flie
Vine," but what of it? Why, we w

hcrim t in "Pride and Prejudice" and
bo expressed. What a Rosalind, wl
would make!

Yet, as far as we know, Jior 01

Juliet, and of that she has played o

formance was given in a studio, 1

of Buch miscellaneous folk as Lai
Morris Gcst, Alice Duer Miller, Ney
Lord and the like. Hitting uncomf
the floor. The lloneo was Sidnej
acted hv one of those delightful pla
but who on this occasion was som<

forgetting the three or four words
concern recalled a small iive-year-t
five notes on a horn at one juncture
thought that he might forget his cti

not sleep at all the night before n

lid forget. Well, one cannot judge
We could say at the time only that
so exquisitely read. We can still sa

*

"The Clinging Vine" is an amusi
new play "Hose Briar," most of w

which Billie Burke is more chariult
plays are founded on an assumptk
most painful experience In the w

baby-talk ladies. Both .Miss Sear
have a creditable aversion to slrei
it has been their observation that m
It Is their notion that when a girl
is in the pwesence of dray bid mn

dressed glows fatuously and falls
own observation that the dray bid mi

takes on tho harrowed aspect of or

squeaking and at the first opportur
liquor.

rns Wisdom Frc
"So my Idyll of divorce does not shock. r

your crowd?" Williams senior asked.
"Oh, we're all too young to be

shocked. When your hypocritical lawyer r

enters upon the scene where your two
couples are discussing their plans for a t'
double divorce and double wedding they
all say 'Hush! Hush!' That Is so llko j
your generation. The lawyer. 1 suppose,
symbolises Respectability and Kstub- c

lished Order. And the 'Hush' te|i« the
whole story of jour generation's attl-'
linle toward the truth."

"Yes. you certainly do talk."
"We believe in the naked truth."
"Quite so. Especially wheu naked." ,

"Well, why not?"
"U|| I' In rrow 1 think of the

scene where we show up the church's
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A LLA NAZIMOVA has been sed- kn

f-\ ulously rehearsing in her new
" spoken drama during the last

reek on the stage of the Globe Theaerand is liable within three weeks to the

lurst Into language. The Russian star,
lther on January 15 or January 22,
nay come out of the cloistered eeclu- jyj]
ion of the movies after several years, the

t is thus with every distinguished ret
out

>layer, you know.they bound joyfully
nto the films, but after a time their .

imotlons begin to grow pent up, and of
presently they are overflowing the his
lootllghts again. a
The theater has virtually been set, ter

>ut Is not yet ripe to have its name noi
>etrayed here. The play, which Is a wh
ragedy based by l.ouis Anspacher on we
i drama by Ferencss Herczeg, is now aw

jetting along quite nicely under the mc
lame of "Dagmar," which may stay inp
>ut. Prominent in the cast of nine will ev<
>e unoert K.mery, vircta isemnie v.oo- or
>er and Donald Call, while the star's up
lusband and director, Charles Bryant,
H'omises In the way of a leading man

'

i. surprise for one and all. Just a on

'rlendly warning. sui
Xazlmova will thus he wielding the sal

Iroma simultaneously in two inoarna- ou

ions soon, on the screen In "Salome" del
ind on the stage, and theatergoers will of
>e enabled to declare whether they
prefer her plain or colored.

inf
Madge Kennedy, on the other hand, a"~

s another two dimensional actress ro'

vho will soon be deflected from the
itage back to the screen. Shortly se'

ifter "Spite Corner" drops out of the ^
unning at the Little Theater next
Saturday Mlsn_ Kennedy will hail a
ioat going to Japan. There she will
bread together a new movie at the
lead of her own company, doubtless t'11

nnking prodigal use of the cherry
ilossoms which can be obtained so1 1 'll

easonably in Nippon wh

The plans to have Leo Carriilo lead ,

l double life in the flesh and in the (j)>(
11ms with "Mike Angelo" iiave not ,t.r
natured, so only his speaking likeiosswill be visible next week at the w,(
dorosco Theater. Oliver Morosco
nade an effort to have him play .,lt
timulianeously in the two mediums jltM
ind the one comedy.something that .

lad never been attempted before, even (
n the films, where all things seem ^iU
lossible. But arrangements could not
>e completed in time, and so another t,'0,
food story will have to wait a while. r(

cot
One photoplay favorite wlio w-ill not

IC<e(l« JI (till lilt IIIMIB uai u IV mi; mu.sc

s Douglas Fairbanks, despite the fact 8V,hathis teeth were osice quite well

ned by her first impact with a ret

on the sidewalk long ago came

then we saw Mr. Forbes smiling
; at the Knickerbocker. In her th<
i, after giving a' brief history of p'1

erica, cast her eyes on high and
and a singer who can act. may
.Miss Wood has, indeed, worked 1

since the days of "Hello, Broadoicesavailable for light opera in j
we experience a mild, internal tlu

of such spirit and skill should he pr<

is enchanting in "The Clinging s'n

tre
ould ailow iter to play Elizabeth 1
a greater confidence could hardly n»>

tat an Imogen, what a Viola she sot
M«

:ily Shakespearean role has been ^
uly the balcony scene. The per- tj1(
with a small audience made up bui
iretto Taylor, Ben-Ami, lleifetz, ,n

sa McMeln, Edna Ferba, Pauline thi
ortahle but quite astonlslied on

Blaekraer and the yurxc was 1
voru who nnnear all too seldom.
;what too engrossed In a fear of
the Vurte must say. This deep
Jld back home who had to blow
in some private theatricals. The
l« so hung upon him that he did
nd. indeed, when the time came,

a Juliet from the balcony scene.

wo had never heard that scene

y it.
*

lug piece. So is Mr. Tarkington's
hich we enjoyed greatly und in
iig than ever she was. Yet both
>n that runs counter to all our
orld. Both comedies deal with
s and Mr. Tarkington sedm to
is of that type, yet. seemingly, j
en succumb to such fascinations. J
bedins to tell how fightened she j
us. the dray bid mans thus ad- I
at her feet. It has been our

mis becomes clammy with horror,
le in whose ear a slate pencil is
ilty lopes out In quest of strong I

)m His Son
"

mitral attitude toward marrlAge and
Ivorce?" v
"Speaking for myself, it wes a dlsppolntment.You ought never to have

hanged that line of .tfnry's As I re,u>ruber.It nr'.ginallv read: 'It la wrong
o think. If I think I doubt. If I doubt
'm damned. The church think* for me.

obey.'" !
"You're wrong there, Henry. That

pencil ha* the demerit of b<dng true.
mthentlc. I mean. A member of my
eneratlon actually *ald those very lines
n a real conversation. Like moat
iter*! transcriptions that speech would
lot stive the Illusion of reality and,
herefore, would not be 'true.' Your >.

feneration should bear that in mind. q(
Continned on Following 1'agc.

>

Music, Pla
and A]
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By FRANK VREELAND

own before the footlights. Inr1-|an
itally he has discarded the piratical pis
me on which he was to embark for ra

next picture, and instead he Will Tt
re "The Talisman" turn over before be
camera. lYesident Obregon's pri- eU

e car, which had been sent for an

lrbanks'8 use in his proposed trip '

Mexico, and which had been quietly frr
ag In wait for him in the yards of Da
Pennsylvania Railroad, has hod to jn

urn to the southern republic with- -j,
having Doug ieap roguishly upon it.

j Da
nia week Just passed nas neen one on

the most monumental in theatrical vo

tory, even from the standpoint of les
ticket speculator. After tepid at- wr

idance on Christmas, both afterenand evening, business picked up
th a rush toward the end of the wl
ek. And aside from the long Zii
aited appearance of Ethel Barry- x«
ire in "Romeo and Juliet," the open- in
: of eight attractions on Monday nr
sning presented the largest crush w
dramatic talent ever known to fall we
on Broadway all at once. to

as
L'hen there have been the attacks
the Moscow Art Theater, as a re- -»t
t of which Morris Cleat's advance ni,
e has risen to a large sum, varislyquoted from $20,000 to f00,000.
pending upon the natural optimism
tire informant.r',>: bk
V. H. Woods contemplates present;Lowell Sherman as a star as soon

"The Masked Womp n" has been
npletcly revealed. It will be In one 'la
those Edgar Allan Boe plays, which 1,0

:ms to be the only survivor of the ,jV

Idemic of Poe plays a season ago.
lis was written by Edward Knob:k,and as Woods was lighting a r°'

rar the other day he decided to call °'
"The Divine Spark." It deals with ov

t writer's days In Fordham and his wl
votion to his wife, though Helen, W£

j other woman, naturally appears i«
prominently for the sake of those
io crave excitement in the theater, f(11

vvooum was iruwiiHifHi in nis riaiK <ru

rigna to rapture "Johannes Kreis- <-Jr
" after he saw it in Berlin by Crosby th
ige. representing the Kelwyn.% who of
s first on line with the cash. But th
Woods philosophically remarked, Hi
cost the Scly yns $75,000 to soe it w<

re. whereas T only haU to pay $11." to
'The Fool" was another Sclwyn von- na
e which Woods might have had,
t lie waved It away. He admits
iely that It la the one play turned n«
nil by the Woods offlee which has si:
iven a success, and is willing to con- pr
in receipts of $500,000 to the pro- wi
cers. When he was asked why lie m
ectcd "Tlie Fool" the manager an- in
ored: "Because I was the fool." te

T!
it was rumored last week that T^au:teTaylor was bound for the George er
Cohan Theater with "Humoresque" da
srtly, but as "The Love Child" seems j,0
und l>y the closest ties to that house Qt
; rumor failed to make good in the e:
ich. Pauline Frederick In "Tho a
illty One" will try conclusions with ac
w York in about a month. pr

di
Vow that David Warfield in "The |n
rnchant of Venice" has been in- K,
isted to the American republic, th
vld Belasco is taking steps to see th
it Lionel Atwill marches on the Hh
jvlnces in "The Comedian," by tlw
tic Sacha Gultry who shed his lus- (
on "The Grand Duke." v
UCKIC'II lO-uy t.-vvi.v ouf- aiuiiii'i wc

lasco establishment became ho ab
bedin tlie preparations for "The v

rchant of Venice" that it affected ^
» usually reserved stage crew. When r
ne ono asked the property man on t
> opening night after he had been v
sy all evening setting each detail f
place how he felt, he replied feel- j
tly: "My little body Is aweary of ^
s great world."

"rank Keen a n has come to town

to Kruger in "Will Shakebpeare." c<

night.
r

tys, Photoplays |1!=|
f2<3«
way J
...J
d has commenced casting fop ths
ly In which ho got San Francisco to

lly around him a few weeks age*
le theater, it is said, has already
pn hand picked, but is hiding its
sctrlc light under a bushel of
onymlty. ..el
I'he Keennn play was written by
ank M. N. Dazey, son of C. T>
Lzey, who will always have a place
the world's history as the author of
1 Old Kentucky." While a Second
eutenant with the A. K. F. young
izey contributed two poems to ths
nr« and Stripes, which became faritesSrgs with the soldiers, regardsof the fact that they had been
Itten by a shavetail.

The regular legitimate theater into
nch A. 12. ICrlanger and Florena ,

pgfeld, Jr., have been converting the
w Amsterdam roof will be finished
two or three weeks and ready for
isical comedy high Jinks. "Lonely
ives," now bearing down on Broadlyunder the title of "Diana Comes
Town," was picked along the Rialto
the likely offering with which the
am heat would be turned on here,
it it now appears that another m>rlias gone bad. j
Two plays which recently took tits 1
ad into their confidence are not
ely to be gathered to the bosom. of I
sw York, at least during the present M
ill wen:her. One of them is "The I
Ireland Case," which Is reported fry fl
,vo found tho way of the tryout f
hard. "The Amber Fluid'' wat.a't

en uncorked on the road.

In the burial of "The Romantic A«4*V
ctently i.-»« another or tnose tTRgeo-.es m

hope deferred which break O'it I
ery once in no often. One of those .{
to had a large interest in the ehotv^f
is Jed Harris, who under the
Horowitz some lime since had d<jn«f
Ice work and rustled photographif?^
r a publicity plotter. lie hoped witb.^,
e Milne comedy to shoot up to tlv
linenee of plush furniture, like M}k'
jldreycr and Mike Mlndlin. Uftlsf*
at time he wished to keep the naCr^
Horowitz In reserve, serving undtb

e more inconspicuous appellation of
irrls. Now it looks as though he
jitld have to wait a while longer be*
re signing $1,000 checks with the
ime of Horowitz.

I>e Kugcl has decided to take hit ,

w thriller, "Zeno," into Chicago, n

nee the various mysterious effects
.nmJtta/J >.v fiiiiVinr rarrifl in n,').««

itliout calling 011 the help of the
ovles to get characters to dissolve
to thin air, &c. So this play will put
eth on edge at the Great Xorthern
leater on January 5.
The play is by Joseph F. Flinn, hithtobest known as a magician and a

ibbler In spiritualism, who exposed
ine of the tricks of Paladlno and
her advance agents for Little Brightyes.lie set forth to demonstrate in
play that creepy effects could be
hieved by any one who knew the
oper materials to mix, even if lis
dn't claim he was In tune with the
Unite. How far he went toward this
tai Is thus disclosed by a reviewer in
e Patriot at Harrishurg, Pa., where
e play recently sought to encourage
livers.
After ''The Bat," "The Cat and the

binary" and plays of that kind,
irliat could he more baffling?
"55eno."
There was about this creepy play

rhlch opened a three day run at the
Irphcuru last night an appeal to the
oaaon ad well as to the nerve Conors.It was presented by a cast
rhlch included such finished playrsas George Noah, I£ffle Shannon,
allies franc, XeJ A. Sparks and
Jeorge Probert, who gave small ovtencethat the play was in its stag*

Continued from Preoedlns- Pave.

aming to the National to-morrOv/
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